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"Long live the working class!" cried Pavel.
Hundreds of voices roared back in response.
"Long live the Social-Democratic Workers' Party—our
party, comrades—the well-spring of our ideas!"
The crowd seethed. Those who knew the significance
of the banner pressed towards it; Mazin, Samoilov, and
the Gusevs reached Pavel; Nikolai, with lowered head,
pushed his way through the throng, and the mother felt
herself being thrust aside by other bright-eyed young peo-
ple whom she did not know.
"Long live the workers of the world!" cried Pavel.
He was answered by a soul-stirring cry coming from a
thousand throats in a surge of joy and strength.
The mother grasped the hand of Nikolai and of some-
body else; she was choking with tears, but she did not cry.
Her knees trembled, and she murmured through quiver-
ing lips:
"You dears!"
A broad smile spread over Nikolai's pock-marked face.
He muttered something as he gazed at the banner and
stretched out his hand towards it. Suddenly he threw an
arm about the mother's neck and kissed her, laughing as
he did so.
"Comrades!" said the khokhol, his mellow voice rising
above the murmur of the crowd. "We have launched a
crusade in the name of a new god, the god of light and
reason, of goodness and truth. Our goal is far away, but
our crown of thorns is close at hand. If anyone lacks faith
in the triumph of truth, if anyone lacks the courage to
give his life for this truth, if anyone doubts his own
strength and is afraid to suffer, let him stay behind. We
only want those who believe in oxlr victory! Those who
don't see our goal mustn't march with us, for they will
only come to grief. Join the ranks, comrades! Long live
the holiday of free people! Long live May Day!"
The crowd grew. Pavel lifted the banner and it un-
folded in the air as he carried it forward, lighted by sun,
smiling its broad, bright smile.

